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him under the fatigue, as about the success of our enter-
prise. In our progress I had bought a donkey of a farmer,
and loaded it with a couple of kegs of the brandy of the
country. We had travelled the last two days entirely in
the forest, passing many farm-houses and several villages,
and as we believed were now near our point of rendezvous.
I kicked on the donkey before me, and smiled on Ulric.
I would have carried his rifle as well as my own, but his
ardent temper and devoted love supported him ; and when
I expressed my anxiety about his toil, he only laughed and
redoubled his pace.

We were pushing along on an old turf road cut through
the thick woods, when suddenly, at the end of a side vista,
I beheld the tower of a castle. * Jonsterna ! * I shouted, and
I ran forward without the donkey. It was more distant
than it appeared; but at length we came to a large piece
of clear land, and at the other side of it we beheld the long
dreamt-of building. It was a vast structure, rather dilapi-
dated than ruined. With delight I observed a human
being moving upon the keep, whom I recognised by Bis
uniform to be one of us, and as we approached nearer we
distinguished two or three of our co-mates.stretched upon
the turf. They all jumped up and ran forward to welcome
us. How heartily we shook hands, and congratulated each
other on our re-union! More than half were already
assembled. All had contrived, besides their own equip-
ments, to bring something for the common stock. There
was plenty of bread, and brandy, and game. Some were
already out collecting wood. Before noon the rest arrivedj
except Pahlen and his comrade. And they came at last,
and we received them with a cheer, for the provident vice-
president, like an ancient warrior, was seated in a cart
1 Do not suppose that I am done up, my boys/ said the gay
dog; *I have brought gunpowder/

When we had all assembled we rushed into the castle,